corner. They had not met since that day in July, and she feared lest he
would make a remark, break on her serene mood, and leave her
regretting her decision to come to the Zabalkansky. But Igor said:

1 loved your proverb. I had nearly forgotten it. It is late. I think I
had better walk back with you, but your home is not in Moshkov Lane.
You have not lived there for months, have you?'

'No,' Frossia replied humbly. It is in Maly Prospect.*
They came out, and the evening closed round them like a warm dark
cloak. They walked in the middle of the road to avoid the pavement
pitted with holes. She stumbled once or twice, and Igor did not offer
his arm. They discussed the Zabalkansky and Elena Ivanovna, the
menace of the famine, and his work.

It must be difficult work, Igor Vladimirovich. It is like sitting in
front of a mirror which reflects nothing but misery, and you want to be
gentle and soft, and yet you must be hard/

'I am hard. It is wrong of me, but I must keep a job. One must work
these days.'

They were crossing Nicholas Bridge, and Frossia remembered how
very little she knew of him. His past life was almost a closed book, his
present pattern was little more than a blur.
'You are still at the Goelro?'

*Yes, but it is nothing but typing, and I am a poor typist------'

'Euphrosynia Pavlovna, I want to say something. Hiked the way you
behaved that day. There was no feeling of revenge in you. It should be
so with everyone, and it so seldom is. Nobody ought to want to get
even with those who have injured them. There should be no punish-
ments in a well-run country, though it must begin in a small way. And
you were fine, Euphrosynia Pavlovna.'

'What about criminals?' she asked, determined not to let him discuss
purely personal topics, since he was so much of a stranger, and she was
afraid of committing herself.

'You mean those who break the law? Well, I could not explain, but
I think there is only one real law, and it is not man-made and therefore
unbreakable. Man-made laws are different. You know that passage from
Father Zosima's testament in Brothers Karama^ov? He quoted it:
* "Fear nothing. Let not your repentance grow less, God will forgive.
There is no sin committed by man that can exhaust the love of God. Is
there any sin above His love? Once you repent, you love, and, loving,
you are wholly God's." '
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